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THE TRYSTING OAK. 
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By yonder brawling stream 

There stands a gaunt old troo, 
Whose gnarled branches, spreading wide, 

A rare shade used to be. 
I've couched beneath its giant limbs, 

When no one else was ulgh, 
Andheard strange voices speak to mo 

In the Winds, that passed me by. 

We sat boneath its shado— 

My playmate and my love, 
A being lair as any dream 

That poet ever woVel 
And wo were guileless too, 

Nor knew of guilt or harm) 
Her sweet faco rested on my breast, 

Her form upon my arm. ' 

The old tree loved us well, 

And nodded when wo cauio, 
Here was our only trystlng place, 

And ever 'twas the same. 
And here we parted too— 

Ah 1 bitter was each slgb 1 
Again strange voices spoke to me 

In the winds that passed mo by. 

Now many years have pissed) 

Again I seek its shade, 
And think of all that time has done, 

And all the wrecks it made. 
My playmato and my love, 

That golden heart ot truth, 
She perished in horsummer hours, 

In all her bloom of youth. 

The day before she died, 

She sought its shade to weept 
I know strange voices spoke to hor 

As dreams pass by in sleep 1 
She answered them in thought, 

An] whispered them my name — 
They swept by me in my distant home, 

And whispered me the same I 

I felt the unuttered word 

Sweep by me, and a chill ' ' 

Crept over every living nerve 

'Till my very heart stood still I 
I did not weep nor sigh, 

But oh ! the wild unrest 1 
A spirit that would not bo calmed 

Lay trembling at my breast. 

I knew that I must go 
And seek that gaunt old tree, 

For thero the spirit of my dead love 
Would come aud speak to me. 

I waited not an hour- 
How wild the speed I made! 

I paused nor halted till I stood 
Beneath the tree's deep shade. 



And here I stood last night 

And questioned thus the tree-* 
" Old friend, where is my gold-haired love t 

What new6 hast thou for met 
Has she, God's beautiful, gone out 

As falling stars expire? 
Must my heat smoulder in the flame 

Of my love's f :neral pyre ? 

"Where was thy watch and Ward? 

1 left her all to thee t 
Fa'se friend, 1 curse thee In thy age— ■ 

Faithless to her and me 1 
Wioowed in heart and old; 

Aged in a single day; 
Worn out and spiritHired, like one 

Whose hopes have passed away, 

" I stand, and claim thy charge-* 

The maid who should be mine—' 
Give back the wife of my true heart, 

That holy trust of thine V 
I paused— but silence Beem:d 

Of darkness deep a part— 
I saw no sign, I beard no sounl, 

But the beating of my heart 1 - 

Where her deaf feet had pressed 

t knell me down in prayer, 
And heard the rustling of the wings 

01 unseen angels there. 
Then through the branches hoar 

A swift and low wind came, 
Arid ghOstly voices sweeping by, 

Whispered her blessed name. 

And then I fell asleep— 

A sleep like trance ol death— 
When suddenly the darkness fled 

Before a flaming wrea.th ; 
A sweet lace bended over me, 

A soft breath stirred my hair, 
And quiet fell upon my soul, 

As though God's peace were there. 

A soft and sweet low voice, 

In silvery murmurous stream, 
Poured forth the healing words of love, - 

That wero not all a dream. 
l'felt the kiss upon my brow, 

Then in the paling light, 
The presenco of my spirit love 

Grew dim upon my sight. 



ART MATTERS. 



Oonstant Mayer's two pictures, "Love's Mel- 
ancholy "and "Poetical Thoughts," now on ex- 
hibition at Schaus' Gallery, are attracting con- 
siderable attention. The first was exhibited lost 
year at the National Academy, and received great 
praise from critics and the public at large, 
" Poet'cal Thoughts," however, is the last work 6t 
Mr. Mayer's prolific brush, arid has never before 
been seen in public. The title is somewhat of a 
misnomer, "Love's Ecdtacy" wouid have been 
better, especially as the picture is painted as a 



companion to "Love's Melancholy." But, set" 
ting aside the title, the picture is a thoroughly 
good one, painted with great delicacy and purity' 
of teeling, and moreover, uncommonly good irt 
Composition and color. Upon a balcony, over* 
looking the sea, a beautiful girl Is standing, her 
eyes are upturned, and with uplifted band s'-.d 
appears to be listening to. the moan of the sea 
and gathering therefrom "Poetical Thoughts." 

"With evett step and musing gait, 
And looks commencing with the slkies, 
Thy rapt soul sitting in thine eyes, ■ 
There held the holy passion still." .„... 

Thus sings the poet, and Mr. Mayer has caught 
the idea fully, giving us a p'.cture full of. beauty 
and gtace, teeming with poetry, and, from a 
technical point of view, so entirely good that the 
voice of criticism is hushed and one is forced to 
accord to it almost unbounded pfaise. : The corn* 
biilation of color is particularly striking and 
original. 

Fabronius has executed a chromo of Mr. May* 
er's "Love's Melancholy," that is the most per* 
feet specimen ol this particular branch of art 
ever accomplished In this country. It is almost 
next to impossible to distinguish it from an oil 
painting. 

There is a really remarkable picture by Carnecil* 
ius now on exhibition at Schaus's Gallery, entitled 
"Consolation in Solitude." Bad in composition 
and worse in painting in many parts, there is a 
Btill .a peculiar fascination about it that brings 
you back again and again, to revel in its won* 
derful mystery and'j>owcr. Two monks are 
seated in a balcony; one young, one old, theelde* 
is playing upon a violoncello, beyOnd is a lake 
and further still a range of mountains, in the 
middle of the foreground a clump ofi trees and 
toliage rises, the monks are on the extreme right 
hand corner, the whole effect of the landscape is 
stonny and lowering. The composition, it will 
bo seen, is intrinsically bad, but the expression 
upon the taces of the monks is one of the most 
wonderful and weirdly fascinating things that I 
have met with in a long time. It attracts, las* 
cinates, rivets you; you may walk around the 
gallery, but again and again you return to thl3 
picture and stand lSveted by the almost basilisk 
expression of the younger monk. 

1 do not know, do not pretend to say wherein 
the fascination lies, but there it is; something 
you cannot get away lrom— it is repulsive, yet 
attractive, fascinating, yet horrifying. This may 
sound, to use a vulgarism, "hyfiilutin;" but there 
Is something about this picture that must attract 
the most casual observer. ' ;i 

Another fine picture at Schaus's, though in a 
much lessor -degree, is a still Ufe by Des Goffes, 
entitled "Art Treasures," a medley of flowers, 
statuary, and bijouterie, irreproachable, almost 
wonderful in color, but marred by the disagreea- 
ble efiect of waxiness which mars all this artist's 
work. If Des Goffes could but overcome this 
fault, as a painter of still lite he would surpass 
any painter now living; as it is he can but take a 
second or third rate position. ' 

Inness's series of allegorical pictures, "The 
Triumph ot the Cross," on exhibition at Snede- 
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;. cor's Gallery, have attracted, and perhap3 justly, 
considerable attention and much criticism. Mr. 
Inness sets himself up as the representative of a 
certain school of art, a school of art which 
scorns all idea of fini3h and advocates effect 
alone. 

Among American artists, there is no denying 
the fact, this is something, to a great extern, neg- 
lected; but effect alone will not make a picture; 
we mast have a" certain degree of finish, and,, un- 
questionably, color; neither ot these does Mr. 
Imiess possess. His pictures are all good in mo- 
tive, but, as yet, he is an artist in chrysalis; his 
woi'ks afe crude, colorless, and unsatisfactory; 
mannerism covers ignorance, and impudence 
co vera fault. Added to this, his stjle is by no 
means original, copied from Rousseau and Troyer 
his painting is but a weak imitation of those really 
great masters. Ho w is it then that the gentleman 
has attained the present high position (tor he un- 
questionably has attained a high position) in art 
that he now occupies? Simply thus: a journal 
in high standing has dinned into the ears of the 
public, day by day and week by week, that Mr. 
Inness is the "coming man," the man who is to 
revolutionize art in this country and establish a 
new school of painting. Yet how talse this all 
proves to be when the true facts of the case are 
known. When are we to have just. newspaper 
criticism? When is the day to come when the 
critic, lully realizing the importance of his posi- 
tion, will speak, and speak fearlessly, his honest 
convictions? Alas, when! But to our task. The 
first of the series of Mr. Inness' pictures is entitled 
the "Shadow of the Cross.-' Here we have the 
entrance to a dark valley, encompassed on all 
sides by rugged chfls, while over all is a dark, 
stormy sky. A grand subject to treat truly. But 
^ how has our artist treated it? AVoolly sky, im- 
impossible rocks, and still more impossible 
color. 

The next is the "Vision of Faith." the idea 
taken ftoin the ' ' Pilgrim's Progress. " This is the 
best picture ol the series, good in color, and, to 
a great extent, devoid of mannerism, but marred 
withal by the same unpleasant feeling of wooliness 
that characterizes all Mr. Inness' works. 

The last ot the series, tie " New Jerusalem," 
is nothing more nor less, in idea and design, than 
a plagiarism upon Cole's ce'.ebrated "Voyage of 
Life," and, as such, is not deserving of notice. 

Now Mr. Inness has evidently expended much 
thought and a certain amount of labor upon 
these pictures and undoubtedly deserves credit 
for doing so. But would it not be better were he 
to follow the American school instead of attempt- 
ing to paint in a foreign school, in which he has 
powerful rivals on the other side of the water 
whose works he can never expect, or even hope, 
to equal, let alone excel. Depend upon it we have 
our own art reputation to work out, and the less 
we depend upon foreign schools or foreign man- 
nerisms the greater will it be to our credit in the- 
tirue to come. 

' . Paletta. 



MUSICAL AND GENERAL GOSSIP. 



Oosseldorf. — A performance of Haydn's 
" Creation' 1 was lately given by the General Mu- 
sical Association, under the direction of Herr 
Tausch. ' 



The Revue et Gazette -Musicals announces the 
fact that the Emperor of Russia has ordered the 
reopening of the Theatre Italien of St. Peters- 
burg. This eveat will occur on the coming 1st of 
September, arid bis Serene Excellency, the Comi t 
Borch, is authorized to reorganize the company. 

The King of Belgium has conferred on the 
violoncellist, J. Van der Huden, the insignia o: 
the Chevalier of the Order of Leopold. 

We remark with great pleasure that the latest 
novelties of Rozer, the tenor, have -been received 
at Moscow with quite a3 much enthusiasm as at 
St. Petersburg. ' " - 

Tho fine floating theatre Navire, in Russia, has 
been lost on the Volga. It went down in the 
breaking up of the ice in the river Kazanka, flow- 
ing into the Volga, notwithstanding every effort 
made by steamers for its rescue. 

The first steps have already been taken at the 
Court Theatre, Vienna, to bring out Gounod's 
" Romeo and Juliet. " 

At the theatre Wein they have just given the 
last new opera of Offenbach's, " La Duchesse de 
Gevol3tein. " The piece has been mounted lux a- 
rlously, and the debut of Mile. Gestinger, wLo is 
charged with the principal character^ook place 
on the 25th of May. The piece will certainly 
have a great run if M. Strampfer, the director 
acts with discretion. There were apprehensions 
that the Austrian censor would oppose the repre- 
sation, but it was only a menace and soon went 
by without being put into execution. 

The Gazette Musicale quotes a German critic 
on Mile. CaTlotta Patti, and laughs at him in this 
wise by publishing his own words. "La Carlotta 
Patti has appeared at the Theatre Lyrique. -We 
can consecrate a dozen lines to her beauty and 
aristocratic bearing, to her brilliant toilet and the 
gallantry of the French audiences, but when it 
comes to Mile. Patti she is a phenomenon but 
knows no music." That's supposed to be funny. 

The Journal de Leipzic, in remarking on the 
tact that there have been 50 representations of 
"L'Africaine" in that city.-extending over a pe- 
riod of 15 months, speiks despondlngly and says 
that it sadly feara that- they will never have, any 
thing again but "L'Africaine." 

The ballet ot the Royal Opera of Berlin will be 
transported to Weisbaden, and give representa- 
tions there' during the month of July. 

The Journal de Nice speaks in terms of tie 
highest commendation of the last grand concert 
given at Mionaco, under the conduction of M. 
Eustache Lucas, who has organized a splendid 
orchestra to work with. 

" Don Giovanni" has been making a splendid 
success at Madridr in the Theatre de L'Oriente. 
The principal artists were Mnie. Penco, Sonnieri, 
Nautier, DidiSe, MM. Tamberlik, Bonnekee, 
Selva, etc 

Alfred Jaell, the great cosmopolit in artist, is 
making great success in "perflde Albion." 
When he finishes there he will make the tour of 
Russia, Germany, France and Italy. Alter 
which, Le Menestrel says, he will probably give a 
series of concerts to the Hottentots. 

Mme. Ernst has been giving a grand soiree, 
musical and l.terary, consecrated to the memory 
of her husband, which has been crowned with 
great success. Joachim was present and with 
aid of Mme. Szaivady performed his grand 
' ' Elegie, " composed in memory ol Ernst. It was 
the final piece and produced a most profound 
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sensation. Stephen Heller played several of the 
flne3t of Ernst's pieces, including " LesPens6es 
Fugitives," eliciting the highest commendations 
of the virtuosos present. 

Though very late in the season, Mile. Rose Das- 
nozer gave a concert at Herz's rooms en the 17th 
of May, assisted by a number ol amateurs. Le 
Menestrel pronounces it very tine, making espe- 
cial mention of M. Fraschini, Delie Sedie, Chas. 
de Beriot, Alard and Maton. Mile. Desnozer 
gave an air ot Mehul's from "D'Arisdau," in two 
octaves, and was vehemtly encored, as she was 
also iu her execution of classical music, which 
latter showed not only her great musical educa- 
tion, but her great dramatic power. Mr. Chas. 
de Beriot proved himself worthy to be the son of 
De Beriot and Malibran by his grand execution 
of the overture from "Tannbauser," arranged by 
Liszt, and a composition of his own that stamps 
him with the mark of genius. 

The commission of the Society of Autbcn, 
dramatic and musical, have been examining into 
the working of the new laws affecting the spec- 
tacle and concert cafes. They are. soon to have a 
meeting to hear those who represent the interests 
of that class of amusement. 

There will soon arrive in Paris a most extraor- 
dinary troupe of Bohemian singers and musicians 
which promise to be something entirely different 
from anything ever seen there befo e. The 
leader of this company is named Farkoa, and is 
very celebrated in Hungary. They have in their 
possession many fine compositions of Liszt, un- 
published, and written before the Abbe became' 
famous, though as written compositions they are • 
of no use to this company, their music being per - 
formed only from ear, none of them being able to 
read. In the same way they perform all tie 
wonderful airs of their country, and perform them 
with such excellence as to draw lorth the most 
unbounded approbation from the first artists of 
the age. Farkas has himself composed several 
mest wonderful works, and altogether is an- 
nounced in advance as a remarkable genius. It 
is expected that this band— : hey bring with them 
the'r own orchestra— and with their pale faces, 
flashing, dark eyes, and expressive reticonse, 
create a great sensation in Paris, and critics, who 
have heard them, say that notwithstanding their 
bizarre harmony and rhythm, they will be ac- 
counted marvellous.. In Pesth, where they last 
performed, they received a perfect ovation. 

Here is the return Of the receipts ot the Paris 
places for theatrical entertainments during the 
month of April, 18G7: 

Francs. 

1. Theatres Imperial, subventioned . ..570,342.48 

2. " second, Vaudeville 914.3&7.30 

3. Concerts, Spectacles, and Concert 

Balls 189.d25.75 

4. Other representations. 36,632.50 

- Total. 1,710,788.03 

The Society of the Conservatory, Paris,, gave a 
concert on Sunday, June '2d, and will give an- 
other on the l«th. They are given to eel-brute 
the occasion of the Universal Exposition. 

A benefit has been given for the old scholars of 
Choron, and the Grand Mass and liequiem of 
Duprez was performed on the occasion. The 
affair came off at Duprez's rooms, who placed at 
their disposal his hall and his corps of 50 per- 
formers. v 

On the 22d of May a brilliant musical seance 
was given at the rooms of M. Le Couppey, who 
was assisted by Dorus, Godefroid, Tatianel, 



